88   FROM DRURY LANE TO MECCA

stood parked. Very original the turnout looked, especi-
ally as the draught animals carried bells, embossed
backcloths, and plumes akin to those on an European
hearse. A corpulent, white-clad coachman squatted on
the driver's scat. When the door had been banged,
a horde of citimis watched the carriage disappear tip
a very hilly and narrow street where the lofty house-
fronts once or twice dusrd toother in such a way that
the axles of the whwls dripped plaster front the walls
on either side. At these spots Hut guests wore invited
to get down and walk until the runway grew a little
safer.

The Sultan's palace was by far (he higgusl building
in Mokallah. High, da/zlin^ly glury walls, fringed the
royal dwelling; thus we failed to notice its extent until
we rolled through a gate, iimi an Indian soldier who
stood inside an European sentry-box saluted us with
an old-fashioned Arab matchlock gun.

It must have been between two or three in the after-
noon and the wide courtyard in which the driver pulled
up was quite empty.   Round about the quadrangle
rose shaded colonnades and arches closed with carved
wooden shutters of Moorish shape.   I fell so warm
that breathmg became an effort since the blazing gas
which men call air in Mokulluh does not seem to keep
the lungs going.   From the front seat the messenger
who had invited us dismounted, and, beckoning the
Europeans to go tinder the cloisters, ran into the un-
known dusk of the inner building,   Our coachman
clatteringly drove away, and for several minutes we